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	The Mistake

**A/N **

**Yeah, yeah. I know. I wasn't going to post new stories until I finished all the other WIP's… **_**obviously**_** that worked out… **

**As always, I don't own these characters, I'm just borrowing them. **

**A story inspired by this artwork - post/140294449927**

He was on his fifth glass. Or maybe it was his eighth. Remus couldn't really remember anymore. He didn't want to remember, didn't want to think.

Didn't want to feel.

In one night everything had been taken from him. His friends were gone. Two were dead, the third was quite possibly dead as well, and the fourth… the fourth was a traitor who might as well be dead to him.

Remus poured another glass of whiskey. The once full bottle was feeling oddly light, and still Remus wasn't as drunk as he would like to be.

**knock! knock! **

Someone rapped on his door. Remus looked at it, then looked away. He didn't want to talk to anyone.

**Knock! Knock! Knock! Knock!**

Whoever was out there began pounding on the door. Remus glared at the door separating him from the offender outside. The incessant pounding continued despite his glare. Remus finally realized that whoever was out there wasn't going away. He stood and swayed. The copious amounts of alcohol had finally caught up to him.

"I'm coming, I'm coming. Arsehole. Don't know why you can't take a hint. I DON'T WANT VISITORS!" Remus finished on a shout as he pulled the door open to see the last person he wanted to see. Ever. "YOU!" He snarled at the bedraggled man standing in front of him, hand still raised, ready to hit the door again.

"Moony."

"No, fuck no. Get the hell out of here _Black_. I don't know what you were thinking showing up here." Remus turned to walk away. "I'm calling the aurors right now."

"NO! Wait! Please Moony!"

Remus spun back around and stalked over to the man- the traitor- still standing on his door step. "You have no right to call me that. My friends call me that, and thanks to you they're all DEAD!" Remus lunged at Sirius, only to be stopped by an out-stretched wand. Remus growled low in his throat, the only sound he could make while frozen.

"Please, Mo- Remus. You have to listen to me. It's important. Please Remus. I need your help." Sirius moved further into the house. Once in the light, Remus could see the tear tracks on his once friend and lover's face. The look of desperation and terror in his eyes.

"I, I made a huge mistake in not trusting you sooner. I realize that now. I thought… and I listened to that RAT!" Sirius was pacing back and forth in front of him, running shaking hands through rain-wet hair. Remus eyed Sirius curiously. There was a bulge in the front of his jacket that wasn't normally there. "I switched Remus. I switched and I didn't tell you. I traded with Peter, he was secret-keeper. I thought - I mean really, who would think to look twice at Peter? And he kept telling me you were acting so suspicious…" Sirius stopped in front of him briefly. "Please forgive me, love. Forgive me for not trusting you."

Sirius held up a hand as if to caress Remus' face, but quickly pulled it away. "So when he didn't turn up for our meeting tonight, I thought the worst. I went to his hideout, but he was gone. No sign of a struggle. Just… just gone." Sirius sighed deeply and sat himself on the edge of Remus' couch. An unusual sight. Usually Sirius sprawled out on his couch until Remus either had to move him, or sit on him.

When it looked as if Sirius wasn't going to say more, Remus tried to make some noise, any noise, to let Sirius know that he would like to be unfrozen. Now. His grunt was oddly loud in the suddenly quiet room.

"Oh, sorry Mo-Remus." Sirius waved his wand and Remus fell to his knees, stiff from his prolonged frozen state.

He regained his feet quickly. Confused and still hurt, he stood in front of Sirius. "So… that's why you came here? To try and convince me of your innocence?!" Remus was starting to yell again. His temper getting the better of him.

That's when he heard it. The small, yet familiar cry.

Wide-eyed, he looked at Sirius. Slowly, Sirius stood up and unzipped his coat. "No," He said quietly. "I came here for advice." Remus couldn't help but stare at Sirius' chest. At the small bundle huddled tight against his lover's chest.

"Remus, I kidnapped Harry."


End file.
